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The plate, coine, rcuencwes,and moueabfe a 
Whereof our Vnckle Gaunt did ftand pofleft. 

^ Y *rke How long ftial I be patient? ah how long 
SHali tender duty make me fuffer wrong* 

Not Glocefters death, nor Hcrcfords bamftimcnt. 

Nor Gauntcs rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs, 
Nor the preuention or poore Bullingbrooke, 

About his mariadge,nor my owne difgracc, 

Haue euermade me fowermy patient cheeke* 

Of bende one wrinckle on my foucraignesfacej 
lam the laft of noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft 
In warre was neuer Lyon ragde more fierce. 

In peace was neuer gentle lambe more milde, 

Tlien was that young and princely Gentleman; 

His face thou halhfor euenfo lookt he? 

Accoaipli/ht w ith a number of thy howers; 

But when he frowned it was againft the french. 

And not again ft his friends: his noble hand 
Did w in what he did fpende, and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had wonnes 
His hands were guilty of no kinred bloud* 

But bloudie with the enemies of hiskinne: 

Oh Richard; Yorkc is too far gone with griefe. 

Or elfe he neuer would compare betweenc. 

Why Vnckle whats the matter? 

Yorfe Oh my liege, pardone me if you pleafc> 

I f not I pleafd not to be pardoncd,am content with all, 
Scekc you to feaze and gripe into your hands 
T. he roialtie sand rights of baniflit Hereford: 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford hue f 
Was not Gaunt iuft ? and is not Harrie true? 

Did not the onedeferue to haue an heire? 

Is nothis heircawcll deferuingfonne? 

T ake Hcrefordes rigbtes away, and take from time 
His charters, and his cuftomarierightes 5 
Let not to morrow then enfue to daie: 

JBc not thy feltc . For ho w ait thou a King 



But 


King Rkluurlthtfectnt. 

But by Eilre fequcnceand fuccefsion? 

Now afore God God forbidde I fay true, . 

If you doe wrongfully feaze Herefords tightest 
Call in the letters patents that he hath 
By his attourneies generall to fae 
His liuery,and deny h is offired homage. 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head, 

You loofc a thoufand well difpoted hearts. 

And prickc my tender patience to thofe thoughts. 

Which honour,and alleageance cannot thinkc. 

King Thinke what you wil, we ceafe i nto our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money and his landcs. 

Yor^e He notbe by the while, my liege farewell. 

What will enfue hereof thers none can tell: 

Butbybadcourfesmaybe vnderftood 

That their euents can neuer fall out good. Exit. 

King Go Bufliie to the Eatle of Wiltshire ftraighe, 

Bid him repaire to vs to Ely houfc, 

To fee this bufines: to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and tis tim c I trow. 

And we create inabfence of our felfe. 

Our Vnckle Yorke Lord gouernour of England? 

For he is iuft,and alwaies loued vs well: 

Come on our Queene,to morrow muft we part. 

Be me rry, for our time of ftaie is fhort. 

Exeunt King undQtteenc : M*net north. 

"North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafter is dead. 

Koffi And liuingto,for now his fonne is Duke, 
n Witt. Barely in title, not in reuenewes. 

north. Richly in both if iuftice had her right. 
t{o/Jc My heart is greac»but it muft breake with filence, 
Eart be disburdened with a liberall tongue, 
north. Nay fpcake thy mind,& let him nere fpeak c more 
That fpcakes. thy wordsagaine to doc thee harme. (ford? 

W il. T ends that thou wouldft fpcake to the Duke of Her* 
If it be fo,out with it boldly man, 

Quicke is mine care to heate of good towards him. 

D * 



